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UT IN 'WELLS- -

ton. a litUo old

, gray-haire- d child
plajs with dolls
through all the
weary days

" pUjs with dolls.
uiid drcssea
tlum. and scolds

them, and iuts them to bed; jnd makes queer little dressed

for them to wear, and queer little quilts for them to sleep

under.
Her name is Clay Jeter. She has been doing this for hft-tw- o

j ears and she is now IS. Once her hair ia golden, and

her face was chubby. Then she trotted about the house and
yard and fields, and plajed wild games with the kittens and
tho puppies that were members of the big family in that
country home on tho site of what is now Goode avenue and

Whittier strtet. She ran and romped, and took her puppies

and her kittens and her doll on long.long tramps out through

tho big-- rustling trees, and across soft waving patches of
grass, to the side of a spring which was the great journey of

a furlong from her home. And there, with dolly in her
arms, and with the kittens and the puppies curled at her feet

nd at her head, she would fall asleep In the cool shade and
dream of fairies until. one of her companions would call to

her in the universal language of babjhood that it was time

for them to go home.
One day the kittens and the puppies missed their pluj-xnat- e.

Poor dolly was left to "tare alone from the corner m

which she had been 'Tut to bed" the night before. The little
girl with the golden hair and the chubby fjr- - m I'' 'i

roses In her cheeks were doubly red, and the heat of
burned her pretty blue eyes until they ached and stung. Th

"doctor came, and took the fat brown hand In his own, and
shook bis head.

And for many, many days he came and went and cams
again; and the mother of the poor Jlttle EUffercr tat at her
bedside day and night, placing and replacing damp cloths
upon tho burning brow and coaxing the blistered lips to open

to the nasty doses that the doctor said she should take.
After a time the feer "ued away. The roses were ab- -
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nt frwu' the cheeks no longer chubb; the golden hair had
lost Its color, and most of it had fallen out

And tho right arm and leg of the little invalid hung limp
and useless.

"Paralysis." said the doctor. "She m.iv nver g-- t well.

It Is likely to spread, and affect other parts if Iicr liudy.

Mavbe that v, III not happen now, but lalT on, 1 .im afraid. It

will."
That was fifty-tw- o jcars ago. The little invalid h still

an invalid. The kittens and the puppies grew, became old.and
died, staring, blue-eye- d doJly becamo covertd with dust, mid
then with mold, and rotted away. Tho great rustling trees
and the soft waving grass disappeared, and in their places
came farms and then houses; and then nany more houso,
and streets and glaring whlto sidewalks and other thlnys
that accompany the city in its encroachment ujimi the creat
country tliat Nature made.

And what of tho little Invalid?
Mie lived.
Her body grew, but Its growth was out of the symmetrical

tlnlness of tho child Into tho pitiful shapcle-jsnts- s of the weak-

ling dwarf.
Her mind remained as It was that of a prattling tot of 6.

Tho j ears whitened tho thin hair, ard darkened icd
wrinkled tho poor face; they dimmed the blue cyts and
framed them with faint white brows and deep crows" feet
but left In them tho look of the littlo child; they widened the
breadth of the shoulders but bent them oer until the chest
was sunken and weak; they lengthened the arms and legs
but paUted tho poor muscles that control them.

The j ears left the mind as It was on tho. tlay when
Clay Jeter obeed Its careless promptings and took her

kittens and her puppies and dolly for that last excursion Into
tho woods.

The little old gray-haire- d child lives w;th her sister, who
is the wlfo of Charles II. Becker, a salisman for a large
wholesale dry goods firm. Her room 1$ the back one on the
second floor of the pretty home of the Beckers In Wcllston
on Garfield avenue, two blocks west of tho Suburban tracks.
A window looks out upon a wide jard, Vfhere the grass Is
soft and green, and where a few tall forest trees rustle toft-l- y

in summer and sigh Badly in winter. Under one of these
is a swing, at which the poor little woman-chil- d looks wist-
fully, but which she may never enjoy; clcse beside It Is the
kennel of a fox terrier, who barks and tugi at his unyielding

r.jpuL

chain and teems to be calling to
her to come out and romp as she

used to do with her own tiny dog jcars
and jears ago. But plK" can never obey the
call. Somrllmes she can walk partly across

the room, all the rtst of the time exc pt
when she Is Ivlng in hT bed "jhe mudt t!t
In th easy chair that Is pulled up cloe to
tho window, and look out thtough the
glass panes or the wlie jrrien.

Now and then irutl pains rack her pour
head: but for most of the time she doea

not suffer. SK months ago cho had a sec-

ond paralytic Ftroke, and for many weeks
It wus thought she could never again leave
her bed. Tho paraljsls spread to one side

f htr throat, and she had to be red
through a Eilver tube. But doctors Unow

bitter how to handle such cases than they
did half a century ago, and the epreid
of the trouble was checked and finally
turned back, so that now she Is no worjo
than she has been for all these years.

Two years ago Clay Jeter's mother died.
Before that many jears before her father
had died. But the woman-chil- d does not
know what death is.

"Where Is mamma?" she. asked her sister for many dajs.
And then she forgot except that she often asks if she d.d

not once have a mamma, as other little girls have.
Sometimes tho children tease her. It stems so odd -- to

have a gray-haire- d rlaymate who is no older than themselves-Sh- e

may laugn at them, not their taunt; or
bhe may fly into a tantrum for all the world as sho did In
thoo far-aw- daa when she had golden hair and chubby
cheeks. Then, she will scream and stamp her foot; and. If
very angry, may .seek to scratch and pull hair. But she can
never reach her momentary enemy. She may arise from her
chair; but her limbs, refusing to bear even so slight a bur-

den, drop her to tho floor, whero she can only cry out la her
rage and beat her trembling hands against Uie senseless car-
pet.

Sho knows the letters and the childish pravers taught her
at her mother's knee, but no others. And, as she asked in
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rSl.p LONG A5 5HE: tt6 POLL OTHER CHILDREN TO
PLAY WITH. .-.- TrlE IS NOTHING ELSE TO DESIPE J--

those da?, she now asks, "Who is God." Her dim cje-- s

brighten ut the sight of gally-eolure- d pictuics; she claps her
hands when shu hear music; she still dreams and talks of
fairies ai.d hoi goblins.

fche faintly remembers that she did not .ilwaj" live wh-r- c

her home now H. Ten jeans ag .Mr. Becker took her ami
her mother to live with him ind Ills wife at Wellstim. an
the woman-i'nll- d nniemlnr a ride In a b'j burf-t- y with sidi-- .

to it, and some of the things "he Jit em the Jo.jrnev. Anl
at surh tlme-- she nsks if she i evr tae'i.

There wa?. Iol:g. long ago. a hope tint the little Invalid
might get well It was not .i here Ixirti o van it was t:e
slrnplo hope of devoted parvus. six je-ir-

s plivslUans
were called, but all spoke as did the old doctor who had liiit
rendered his hopeless verdict "She will -- never get well."
Before the father died hid hope had tied. The mother nour-
ished hers for a longer time; but after jcars and jcars sie.
too. saw tho frultlesaness of it all. Now no one hope"?. The
little old gra -- haired child will continue as she Is until ham-
pered nature gives up the battle and life leaves tho poor
withered form.

The little old child never hoped. What Is there, to her. In
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hope or despair. In llfo or death? They are only words whose
meaning shu docs not understand. So long as she ha her
dell and other children to play with, and the green grass
and the rustling trees to look out upon, there is nothing else
to ilclre. &ho has never seen the wonders of the world, and
does not know they L- Sh has never ridden on a street
Bif, and. save for the jellow lljeM of the Suburban line that
i.ittlu along tl ir iron path two blocks awaj. she does not
know that t' ej are a part of human life, l'or her, there is
no building taller than the white hou-- with Its ugly red O-
bservatory across tho way. There are no paved streets, and
lecirie lights, and railroad trains and steamboats; there are

no churehes and theaters no scenes of revelry and no places
of gloom no love and hate no passion and strife no pursuit
of gold and wisdom. Yesterday Is forgotten; to-d- Is bright
or gray; is nothing. To her there Is naught In
all this world except the four walls of her room the grass
and tho trees and me bouses that she can see from her win-
dow the black and white spotted dog that tugs at his chain
and barks to her from the door of his kennel the children
that play with her and the doll upon which sh lavishes all
her love and care.
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